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OF THE 
Bloody Deſigns of the Papiſts in the Never-to-be-forgotten Powder-Plot, Cc. 


Ail happy hour, wherein that Helliſh Plot But ſball our State by an unplook'd-for Blow 
Was found, which, had it proſper d, might have ſhot | Receive a mortal Wound, and yet not know 
At the Celeſtial Throne; at whole dread ſtroke The hand that (mote her? (hall the figh and cry; 
Atlas had retl'd, and both the Polcs had ſhoke: | Like Polypbemws, Out is quench'd mine Eye? 
And Telus ((ympathiting in the woe) ls Englazd by the angry Fates {ad Doom 
Had felt an Ague and à Fever too: Condemn'd to play at Hot-cockles with Rome: E 
Hell-gates had been ſet ope, to make men lay, No, Man of Mylt ries, no, we underſtand 
S. Peter's Vicar hath im took his Key. Thy Gibb'riſb, though thou art confounded, and | 
Methinks I ſre a diſmil gloomy Cell, Have found thy meaning J Heav'n can read thy hand. 
The Lobby-Porch and Wicket unto Hell, Thus were our Senate like to be betraid 
The Devil's Shop , where great had been his Prize, By alltange Egg which Peter's Cock had laid : 
Had he prevail'd to make his Wares to Kite, For had the Serpent hatch'd it, the Device 
Say, gentle Drawer, were they Casks of Beer? Had prov'd to us a banetul Cockatrice. 
Or was old Biecbus tunn'd and firkin'd there? Now like proud Haman being ltretch'd upon 
Nay, then the Pope's tutu'd Vintner : Friends, behold The heightned Pegs of vain Ambition, 
What mortal Liguour's at the Mitre (old ! Above Pride's higheſt Ela, how he took 
Fire- ſpe wing Ana with good caule may fear Poor Mordechai's advancement, and could brook 
That her Diſtemper ſprings trom too much Beer: Hanging in ſtead of Honouring that Curſe 
And old Eneladus may well conf:(s Which made him ſet the Cart before the Horſe : 
That all his Belching's caus'd by Drunkenneſs. Juſt ſuch was Faxx, his battled hopes bequeath 
Had wretched Dives begg'd a Drop of this, No comforts now, but thoughts of ſudden Death. 
To allay his heat, the Fool had ask'd amiſs: Like Haman's tate, he only could aſpire 
His hapleſs Rher'rick might have done him wrong, | To be advanced fifty Cubits higher, 
* would have tormented, not have coold his Tongue. What Phabus (aid to th* Laurel, that ſure he 
Had Heber's Wife but known this Trick of thine, Said to the Gallows, Thow ſhalt be my Tree. 
She'd ſpar'd her Milk, and given the Captain Wine. But didft thou think, thou mitred Man of Rome, 
Strange, ſure, had been th' Effects; it would have ſped Who belloweſt threatnings and thy dreadFal Doom, 
Our lawtul King and left the Pope inſtead. And like Perifhus roareſt in thy Bull 
Right Drunkenneſs indeed, whichi, for a ſpace, Curſes and Blaſphemics a Nation full, 
Steals Man away and leaves a Beaſt in's place. At one ſad (troke to maſſacreea Land, 
Thad caus'd a general intoxication, And make them ſal whom heav'n ordain'd to ſtand. 
The ſtag'ring, nay, the downtal of the Nation. No, though thy head was fire and thou could turn 
Oh murth*cous Plot ! Poſterity (hall ſay, Thy ten braneh'd Antler to a Powder horn ; 
His Holineſs orcſhoots Caligula. Still we are fafe, till our trangzefſions merit 


The by this and ſuch Deſigns Ctis plain) A Reformation from ſuch a Spirit 

Out-Babels Nimrod and out-butchers Cain. As comes from thence : our Nation need not fear 
About this time the brave Monnteagle, whole Dark Lanterns, whilſt God's Candleſtick is here. 

tum love to his Religion rather chole The Purple Whore may lay her Mantle by, 

To break the Roman Yoke, than ſce the Reign Until our Sins are of a Scarlet-dye. 

Of deceas'd Mary wheel about again, Thoſe Horns alone can ſound our overthrow, 

Recciv'd a Letier in a dubious (crice, - And blow us up, which blew down Fericbo, 

It ſeem'd a piece of Stygian Eloquence: 

The Characters look d juſt like conj'ring Spells Chriſt bleſs this Kingdom from inteſtine quarrels 3 

For this bout Hell here (poke in Parablcs. From Schiſm in Tubs, and Popery in Barrels, 

The Pope's and Devil's Signets were ſet to't, 

The cloven Mitre and the cloven Foot. 
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